THE MAGNATES

When he arrived home Simon Lachaume found two express letters,
The first was from the Editor-in-Chief of L'Echo du Matin and read as
follows:

"Sir,

" Professor Lartois has given us your name as the person best
qualified to describe for our readers the last moments of our eminent
contributor, M. Jean de La Monnerie. I should be most grateful if
you could let us have an article of 150 lines by midnight at the latest, 1
hope that you will accept a fee of 200 francs,**

The other was from Professor Lartois himself;

"Dear Sir,

"UEcho du Matin3 whose proprietor, the Baron Noel Schoudler,
is both one of my personal friends and the father-in-law9 as you know,
of the daughter of Jean de La Monnerie, has urgently asked me for an
article on the death of our great friend. Fearing that an article from
myself might have unfortunate professional repercussions* it occurs to
me that you, as a man of letters and a talented one, are infinitely more
capable of writing it than myself* I feel sure that your youthful mem*
ory will have recorded with greater fidelity than my own the poet's last
words, which so moved us. I have therefore taken the liberty of men*
tioning your name and, moreover, believe that it cannot but be of
advantage to you, etc.*."

On reading these two letters, Simon was filled with pride. Clearly,
the conversation that he had had with Lartois two days earlier had not
been merely one of politeness. The famous doctor thought him worthily
capable of writing so important an article., * **as a man of letters and a
talented one..." Since Simon had as yet published nothing, and to all
intents and purposes written nothing except his thesis and some uni-
versity essays, the gratuitous phrase delighted him,

The presentiment he had had the other night of being on the verge
of some new chapter in his life had received immediate confirmation,
One of the three greatest daily papers was asking for a contribution.
The article would make him known. He had its title already,

He ate his dinner as quickly as he could,

**Make me some coffee," he said to his wife,

He sat down to work. In the first place he set himself to make the
laborious calculation of counting, line by line, how many pages of
manuscript a hundred and fifty lines of the newspaper represented. Six
pages. He wrote the admirable title he had thought of at the top of
the page: WHAT DEATH CAN TEACH US, Then he stopped short.

He sat there for half an hour, staring at the blank paper, chewing his